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and screamed, " Gauguin est mort "; after which he slowly
circled round her with tripping steps, repeating, " Gauguin
est mort, Gauguin est mort." The old lady raised a black silk
parasol with a black lace frill which she held in her hand and
gaily poked Marinetti with it.
A Funeral Party. One day at Marseilles G. saw a funeral
party which had captured the whole of a tramcar. They were
all carrying bead wreaths and metal flower crosses, and they
had endless fun climbing on to the roof of the tramcar, throw-
ing the artificial flowers at each other, and singing comic
songs. Later on he met the coffin on a first-class pompes
funebres car which was being driven at a breakneck speed up
the hill. No one was following it.
Matisse Revisited. We went to Nice to see Matisse, and
found him in the Hotel de la Mediterranee, on the Promenade
des Anglais. He was wearing a pepper and salt suit heavily
tinged with dung colour, a blue shirt with a surface like
crackleware porcelain and with tiny white spots like tufts of
cotton wool, and a tie like the skin of certain lizards or of a
Lochleven trout. His beard was still of a greyish, mousy,
reddish colour, and his eyes were intelligent and kindly be-
neath their spectacles in his broad bourgeois face.
His room was long, high, and narrow, like a passage, and
at the far end were a window and a balcony facing on the sea.
All the walls were covered with sketches and unfinished
pictures. He showed us a great many line drawings, which
were the work of a great artist. He also showed us some shaded
drawings in the style of Leonardo, Ingres, and Titian. One
showed a model sitting on a sofa with her skirt raised so as to
show one leg bare to the hip. " Vous voyez, j'ai leve la jupe
pour dessiner le contour de la jambe," Matisse hastened to
say. .. .
G. said we had just been reading Ambroise Vollard's book
on Cezanne. Matisse said that he did not like the book, and
that Vollard was trying to make fun of Cezanne and to describe
him as stupid, narrow-minded, and cantankerous. " Cezanne
was not like that at all,3' he said. " Now if Vollard had drawn
a picture like that of Degas he would have had more justifica-
tion. There was really something disagreeable and inhuman
about Degas. I can remember when Durand-RuePs daughter
was married. Durand-Ruel asked Degas to be witness, and
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